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| don't recognize me anymore. 


Author's Notes: 
| needed a break from College Life: As Told By Dave Mustaine and The Business so this is what popped out. Talk 


about emotional writing, good lord. 


He was finally here. The good ol Chair of Doom. He heard it's victims' screams of agony and pain from his 
isolation cell a few hallways away every few days, and he yearned for the day he could get in it himself to 
feel his final moments of life flutter away into the nothingness of death. 


He was sentenced only a year ago and they decided to put him on the death row, not bothering to take 


another look at the case to see any more evidence that he murdered the boys. 
Of course he did. 


He did it a full year before They actually found out. 


As he was strapped in the chair, they said they could give him a few minutes to think about his life up until 


then if he so chose. And that he did. 


In ‘Bl, when the band started. He loved the boys. Ron, Lars and Dave. He loved all of them. The fun they'd have 
just rehearsing, oh lord. Imagine what the live shows were like! There would be a few fights, but they wouldn't 


be that bad of fights. 
Until the dog. The fucking dog. 


James came to Dave's house to rehearse a few songs and to just jam and hang. When he got there, a dog was 
scratching at his car door. Dave's dog. What a little bastard, that dog was. He kicked the dog out of the way to 
get out, and apparently Dave didn't very much like what he did. 


And so, a fight ensued. 


Dave struck first and, in defense, James struck back. The fight went into the house and into the living room, 
where Ron tried to break it up. Instead of doing that, he was sent flying backwards into the entertainment 
system. The fight kept going until finally, James was hurt and Dave realized that they were fighting for a 


dumb reason. 
At least, that's what James thought it broke up for. 
After that it was a downwards spiral for the band. 


Fast forward to 1982. Ron left and Cliff Burton came back in. He was a nice guy, but the hippy "always smoke 
weed" aura really got to James for some reason, although it didn't bother Lars or Dave one bit. He got in a 
few fights with him once in a while, but not bad enough to want to hate him. He loved Cliff. It was always Dave 


who would be the problem. 


He'd drink too much, steal too much, and smoke too much. So much, in fact, that James would always somehow 
end up smelling like Dave's shitty cigarettes by the end of the day. He hated it, Lars hated it, and Cliff hated it 


secretly. 


1183. They got a new guitarist after kicking Dave out for the drugs he took This new one, Kirk Hammett, gave 


them hope after he arrived. 

All was going well. 

All until 198b. 

The bus just tipped and fell, sending Cliff flying out the window and being ultimately crushed by the bus. The 


boys never felt the same rush they had, the same happiness they got when they played with Cliff. Jason, 
despite him being hired as the only good bassist, was hated widely because he wasn't a Burton 


Again, this was when things began to get bad. 


199. That's when James’ drug addiction started, and the worst of his alcohol addiction began taking over. He 
wanted so dearly to smoke dope again to give himself the rush he'd get with Cliff, but Lars and Kirk cut him 
off for good and he had nothing else. 


199b. Things got worse. Way worse. They were now letting James smoke and drink himself to death. They had 
lost control because they themselves began doing the bad shit. There were times where Lars would have to 


talk James out of suicide for the pursuit for nonexistent happiness. 


1999, and Lars was suing a company. He was getting shitted on so bad and he just wanted to leave so he 


wouldn't slow down the rest of the band. This is where James’ alcoholism was at its absolute worst. 

2003, new bassist, new band. James went to rehab for his addictions but came back with a mental disorder. 
Schizophrenia. He had nothing to say because there was nothing to say about it, he thought. It is what it is, 
he'd say to himself. 

Finally. 

2004. Right after the Rock and Roll Hall of Fame induction. Something inside him broke. He picked up a knife and 
just violently began stabbing Kirk. Rob was naturally scared and frozen in his fear. James knew he'd be the 
easiest to kill at that moment. And then Jason He was kinda sad about Jason, he thought. 

Then there was Lars. 

It hurt him to kill Lars. 

His pleading bore into his soul, his crying raped his mind every time his memory came into James’ mind. The 
murder was so brutal. He slit right over his collarbone then worked from there, peeling the skin off in jagged 
bits until he died from blood loss. His weakening screams of agony remained stiff as boards in James’ mind, and 
no matter how hard he'd think or how much he'd drink, they'd still remain 

And now, 20ll. He was finally being killed. Finally. 


He begged for the death sentence when they were sentencing him, and that's what he got. Finally, he was in 
the Chair of Doom. 


"Any last words?" The officer in the cell asked. 


"Am | Savage?" 


The officer left with chills down his spine, before walking to the control room and telling the operator to hit 
the switch. 


James’ brutal screams rung throughout the entire prison His powerful, deep screams that he was sure 


scarred every single inmate there. 


